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J LLl— *iJI^« r NONSENSE / ACCORDING TO THE ' 
YHO, FATHER/^ LEGEND OF THE RING, WE WILL BEl 
YOU MUSTN'T M GRANTED ONE WISH / I WISH THAT J 
MEDDLE WITH/ \ MY POOR SON WOULD RETURN,, 
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sJO US FROM THE GRAVE / 
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MEDICAL RESEARCH discovers treatment for 

Acne/ Blackheads, and 

other externally caused Skin Blemishes 



DON'T LET UGLY PIMPLES 
BLEMISH YOUR PERSONALITY 
RUIN YOUR CONFIDENCE 
OR SPOIL YOUR TALENTS \ 



CAUSES OF PIMPLES AND 

BLACKHEADS SEEN THROUGH 

POWERFUL MICROSCOPE 




T\0 YOU feel your skin is hold- 
■^-'ing back your chances for 
popularity ... for success? Are you 
afraid people whom you'd like to 
know will reject you? Thousands of 
people who felt the same as you— 
now have clear attractive complex- 
ions. They've regained their poise 
and lonfidence. You can benefit 
from their experience! 
SC1F.WTIFICRESEARCH REVEALS NEGLECT 
^^CAUSE OF MANY SKIN TROUBLES 
Skin Specialists and Medical statistics tell 
us that broken out skin usually occurs 
from adolescence and can continue on 
through adulthood. Adolescents often 
carry these scars throughout their life. 
Many never get over the "feeling of em- 
barrassment" and are always conscious of 
their appearance and complexion. Per- 
sistent cases of "bad skin" sometimes con- 
tinue on through adulthood. In this stage 
of life, the responsibilities of earning a 
living and meeting people are essential if 
you are to climb the ladder of success in 
your job. It is doubly important to give 
your skin problems immediate care. Phy- 
sicians state that to neglect your skin may 
prolong your skin troubles and make it 
more difficult to clear up. And, there is 
no better time to get pimples under con- 
trol than NOW! 

Laboratory analysis using special micro- 
scopes gives us the scientific facts regard- 
ing those unsightly pimples. High-pow- 
ered lenses show your skin consists of sev- 
eral outer layers. Projecting through this 
epidermis, are hairs, the ducts of the sweat 
glands and the tiny tubes of the sebaceous 
glands which supply the skin with oil to 
keep it soft and pliable. Skin specialists 
will tell you that many skin eruptions can 
often be traced to an over- secret ion, of oil 
from the sebaceous glands. As a result of 

DON'T SPREAD INFECTION 

BY SQUEEZING 
PIMPLES AND BLACKHEADS . 



this over-secretion, more oil than is nor- 
mally required by the skin is deposited on 
the outside of the skin. Unless special care 
is taken, this excessive oil forms an oily 
coating which is a catch-all for all foreign 
matter in the air. When dust, dirt, lint, 
etc. become embedded into the tiny skin 
openings and block them up, they -can 
cause the pores to become enlarged and 
therefore even more susceptible to addi- 
tional dirt and dust. These enlarged, 
blocked up pores may form blackheads as 
soon as they become infected and bring 
you the worry, despair, embarrassment 
and humiliation of pimples, blackheads 
and other externally caused blemishes. 



Illustrated is a 
microscopic repro- 
duction of a healthy 
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Clinical reports state lb- 
pie, and blackheads will 
and may lead to the spr 
may also inflame your si 
looting blotches and bi 
be covered with pimple 
sorry you ever squeezed 
this unscientific metboa 


1 many people squeeze out pim- 
Iheir fingers. This is unsanitary 
-ad of the Median. This abuse 


nips. As a result your lace may 
and blemishes. Soon you'll be 

or picked at your skin by using 
to get rid of skin eruptions. 



glands are shown 
as they project 
through the many 
layers of skin. In a 

openings of the 
gland tubes are not 
blocked and permit 
the oil to flow free- 
ly 10 the outside of 
the <kin. 



DOCTORS RECOMMEND THIS TREATMENT 
Physicians report two important ways to 
control this condition: First, they pre- 
scribe clearing the pores of clogging 
matter; and second, inhibit the excessive 
oiliness of the skin. 

To help overcome these two condi- 
tions,' Scope Products' research make 
available two scientifically-tested formu- 
las that contain clinically proven ingredi- 
ents. The first formula contains special 
cleansing properties not found in ordinary 
■g^ cold creams or skin cleansers. 

Ub Thoroughly, but gently, it re- 
,'lja moved all surface scales, dried 
^,,j7 sebaceous matter, dust, dirt and 

debris— leaving your skin won- 
derfully soft, smooth and recep- 
tive to proper treatment. The 
second formula acts to reduce 
the excessive oiliness produced 
by the overactive sebaceous 
glands. Its active ingredients 
also help prevent the spread of 
infection by killing bacteria 
often associated with externally 
caused pimples, blackheads and 
blemishes. 



COVERS UP UNSIGHTLY BLEMISHES 
WHILE MEDICATION DOES ITS WORK 
To remove the immediate embarrassment 
of skin blemishes. Scope Medicated Skin 
Formula helps conceal while it medicates! 
Unlike many other skin preparations. 
Scope Formula has a pleasant fragrance! 
Imagine! The moment you apply ■ the 
Scope Treatment to your skin you can 
instantly face the immediate present with 
greater confidence in your appearance. At 
the same time, you are sure that the medi- 
cation is acting to remove externally 
caused blemishes and helping to prevent 
new ones. This "cover-up" action gives 
you peace of mind. No longer need you 
suffer from the feeling of self-conscious- 
ness or inferiority. Make this your first 
step in the direction of a clear complexion 
and skin that's lovable to kiss and touch! 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 

DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK 
We make this guaranteed offer because so 
many users of Scope Medicated Skin For- 
mula have written us telling how it 
helped to clear up their complexion. We 
want you to try the Scope Double Treat- 
ment at our risk. Just a few minutes of 
your time each day can yield more grati- 
fying results than you ever dreamed pos- 
sible! If you are not delighted in every 
way by the improved condition and gen- 
eral appearance of your skin IN JUST 10 
DAYS, simply return the unused portion 
and we will refund not jusr the price you 
paid - but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY 
BACK! You have everything to gain . . . 
and we lake all the risk! We want all 
teen-agers, men and women of all ages to 
get a fresh, new glowing cutlook on life. 
We want you to be the inviting social per- 
sonality you might be and to help you 
reach highest success possible in business. 
Now you can give yourself new hope and 
bring back that happy joyous feeling of 
confidence, poise and popularity! 

NOW YOU CAN GET THE SCOPE 
2-WAY "COVER-UP" ACTION AND 

MEDICATED SKIN TREATMENT 
IMMEDIATELY WITHOUT DELAYI 
Just send your name and address to 
SCOPE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 20DP 
1 Orchard Street, New York, N. Y. Be 
sure to print clearly. By return mail we 
will ship the Scope treatment to you in a 
plain package. When postman delivers the 
package, pay only Sl-98 plus postage. Or 
send $2.00 now and we pay postage. No 
matter which way yotf order, you have a 
DOUBLE REFUND GUARANTEE. 
Don't delay, send for the Scope Medicated 
Skin treatment with its special "cover-up" 
action . . . today! Sorry no Canadian or 
foreign CO.D.'S. 
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Every year, in a small cemetery, just outside of 
hollywood, hundreds of young actors and actresses 
visited and decorated the srave of constance howell, 
one of the most distinguished and beloved stars that fi 
screenland had ever known. according to legend, one 
ofthese mung hopefuls would achieve stardom the 
following year. but jane ellis, bitter, discouraged, 
after many futile attempts to crash the studio 
gates, had little faith in the legend, as she turned 
away from the charmed grave to wander dejectedly 
through the rain-lashed gloom of the graveyard . . . ' r 



A LITTLE LATER, SOME DISTANCE FROM THE 
NOWELL TOMB . . 




AT FIRST JANE WAS FfllSHTENEO, 

heady to nun, but then. 



' THIS IS NO LEGEND/ PERFORM I 
A FEW SIMPLE TASKS FOR ME , 
AND STARDOM WILL BE YOUR 
REWARD/ YOU WILL BE THE 
TOAST OF ALL HOLLYWOOD/ J 




THAT PURSE HE PICKED UP FROM 
THE GRAVE ISN'T MINE/ YET IT 
BEARS MY INITIALS/ AND ALL THAT 

HONEY/ PERHAPS I'D BETTER. 




They drove, then, to the address on castle drive, 
a scabrous and decayed old mansion. . . 




^ I'LL TELL YOU / I CAME OVER 
HERE FROM THE BALKANS WITH 
THE COUNT. I WAS HIS CHAUFFEUR, 
THE LAST MAN TO TALK WITH HIM 
BEFORE HE SHOT HIMSELF / I 
KNEW HIS PI 




HE IS NOT REALLY, WHOLLY 
DEAD/ TRUE GENIUS NEVER 
DIES / MARKO WAS A FAILURE. 
ONLY BECAUSE HIS STARK 
REALISM WAS 20 YEARS 
AHEAD OF THE TIMES. HI 
COMMITTEO SUICIDE TO 
TEMPORARILY ESCAPE THE 
WORLD THAT WOULD NOT 
RECOGNIZE HIS GENIUS/BUT 

HE SWORE HE WOULD 
RETURN SOME DAY/ 



( 

HE 



THE ROYAL MARKO FAMILY POSSESSED 
THE POWER OF BLACK MAGIC/ BEFORE A 
SHOOTING HIMSELF, THE COUNT 
SWALLOWED A POTION TO PRESERVE '' 
HIS BODY IN THE GRAVE AND ENABLE \ 
HIM TO RETURN TO LIFE WHEN THE TIME \ 
WAS RIGHT TO RESUME HIS CAREER/ 




TAKE ME 


Wthanks, but \ 


SACK WITK 


I COUNT MARKO L 


YOU, AWAY 


W> NEEDED THE 


FROM THIS 


\ HELP OFA YOUNG 


EVIL PLACEj ACTRESS, BITTER 


AND I'LL 


n AND RESENTFUL 


GIVE YOU 


'BECAUSE HER < 


ALL THISi 


TALENT HAD ALSO 


HONEY/ A 


BEEN REJECTED BY 


^-ir'l 


THE MOVIE MOGULS. 


/ 


YOU WERE CHOSEN 


It ' 


AND MADE THE *l 




BARGAIN/ YOU 1 


=^ ^"*"-*v 


k MUST STAY M 


£ ,: ] 


\ ALONE/ JH 


J A 
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j4 J //^ FROZEN BY SOME UNCONTROLL - 
ABLE POWER, JANE ELLIS REMAINED 
IN THE HAUNTED MANSE ALONE, TO 
FULFILL HER MACABRE CONTRACT. . . 



NEXT, I AM SUPPOSED TO PRY 
OPEN THE CASKET / THAT HAND / 
IT- IT'S AUVE--MOV1IW [ 



THESE SULPHUROUS CANDLES 
GIVE OFF A HEADY, SICKLY-: 
INCENSE / IT MAKES ME DIZZY, 




On the screen, senate janes terrified gaze, was 

PLAYED A MURDER SCENE OF SUCH INTENSE, HORRIBLE 
REALISM, THAT EVEN THOUSH IT WAS A SILENT FILM, 
SHE COULD ALMOST HEAR THE HAPLESS VICTIM'S 
EAR-PIERCINC SHRIEKS/ 




r THE SECRET OF MY SHOCKING REALISM ? ^ 
I NEVER FAKE A SCENE/ I USED A REAL 
HOMICIDAL MANIAC, A LIVE, MURDEROUS 
GORILLA IN THOSE SCENES I THOSE GIRLS 
WERE ACTUALLY KILLED AS'THE FILM - 
WAS SHOT/ THEY WERE LITTLE KNOWN BIT 
PLAYERS, AND LATER THEIR CORPSES WERE 
SECRETLY BURIED / 



' WHAT WERE THE LIVES OF A FEW NOBODIES, WHEN IT CAME ] 
TO PROMOTING MY GENIUS AS A DIRECTOR? TODAY, SUCH 
REALISM WILL BE APPRECIATED / WE'LL USE THE 
SAME METHOD ON YOUR PICTURE/ . 





WE ARE THE ACTORS YOU MURDERED, COUNT 
MARKO— VICTIMS OF YOUR REALISTIC TECHNIQUE/ 
WE'VE BEEN AWAITING YOUR RETURN FOR 20 
RESTLESS YEARS/ HOW WE WILL HAVE VENGEANCE, 

PREVENT CONTINUANCE OF YOUR WICKED WORK / 




JANE ELLIS LEAPED FROM THE 
SECOND FLOOR AND FAINTED. SOME 
TIME LATER. 



EASY, HONEY / I WAS PASSING BY 
AND SAW FLAMES AND HEARD 
SCREAMS/ I FOUND YOU SPRAWLED 
IN SOME HEDGES/WHAT HAPPENED? 

- ^ 

I-I D RATHER NOT TALK 
' ABOUT IT,RIGHTN0W/YOU 
LOOK FAMILIAR. AREN'T YOU 



YES, I AM/ FOR MONTHS I'VE 
SEARCHED FOR A NEW FACE TO 
PLAY THE LEAD IN MY NEXT 
PRODUCTION/ NOW, ALMOST 
AS IF I WERE LED HERE, I FIND 

YOU/ YOU'RE PERFECT FOR 
THE PART / 



L ONG AFTER JANE ELLIS A TTAINED 
STARDOM, SHE WAS HAUNTED BY THE 
NEWS STORY THAT APPEARED THE NEXT 






IN AN ART GALLERY IN LONDON, ONE AMI SEE THREE PAINT- 
INGS BY REGINALD COLEMAN.. .TWO LANDSCAPES AND ONE 
SELF -PORTRAIT. THIS IS THE STRANGE STORY OF THOSE 
THREE PAINTINGS. ONE SUNNY AFTERNOON IN 1911 , 
COLEMAN WAS STANDING ON THE BANKS OF THE ■ 
THAMES RIVER., PAINTING THE STREAM ANO A 
SMALL PASSENGER BOAT WHICH HAPPENED 
70 8£ PASSING-.. 



Ml FIRST COMPLETED 
PAINTING.' X SHALL 
CALL IT," PASSAGE 
ON THE THA/W6S"/ 




COLEMAN WAS SHOCKED BY THE NUMBER OF LIVES LOST 
IN. THE EXPLOSION OF THE BOAT, AS HE WAS PAINT- 
ING IT. BUT TWO WEEKS LATER, HE WAS AT 
HIS EASEL AGAIN. 




CONVINCED THAT HIS PAINTINGS OF THE 
BOAT AND THE BUILDING HADJJNXEO 
THOSE OBJECTS. COLEMAN SWITCHED 
FROM LANDSCAPES TO HIS SELF- 
PORTRAIT^- 





AND SO REGI- 
NALD COLEMAN 
DIED.' EACH 
PICTURE HE 
HAD PAINTED 
BROUGHT DEATH 
TO SOMEONE - 
HIS LAST 
PAINTING, A 
SELF-PORTRAIT, 
HAD BROUGHT 
DEATH TO 
HIMSELF l 
JUST ANOTHER 
INEXPLICABLE 
MYSTERY IN 
THE ANNALS 
OF THE 
SUPER - 
NATURAL/ 



fj&T&^J 




PROFANE ONE, YOU 
ARE INTERFERING WITH 
SIVA'S DESIRES/ 4 
SUTTEE IS OU* AGE- 
OLD PRACTICE/ LEAVE 
US, iEFORE VOUARE 
ACCURSED/ 




HEAR, OH INFIDEL/ 
FOR THIS OUTRAGE, 
YOUR OWN DAUGHTER 
SHALL DIE ON HER 
HUSBAND'S FUNERAL 
PYRE/ SIVA HAS 
SPOKEN / 



MY OWN DAUGHTER/ NOW, 
' HOW THE DEVIL DID HE * 

| know i hap_a daughter;; 






NOW, FOLLOWERS OF SIVA, 
I WILL LIGHT THE SACRED FIRE, 
AND SOON, IF MY POWERS ARE 
GRANTED, THE DESTROYER 4 
HIMSELF WILL APPEAR/ 




BEHOLD 
frTHE 

MASTER 

r of -3 

DESTINY- 
SIVA / 


JS^WHO CALLS UPON % 
HTHE DESTROYER TO J 
| ATTEND A SEANCE,^! 
I DEFILED BY QNE ) 
1 WHO DOES NOT^B 
^ta BELIEVE ?J^m 




Ij Y<flf*^s 


iHk 




i 


'(*!% IJr \ 




•5fli% \*Bl ^ 



That hioht. 




But a strange symbol marred the otherwise 




Tke NEXT DAY, WHILE UNPACKING 
HER WEDDING GIFTS. . . 




6 WEN RECOILED 


WITH INSTANT 




SHOUKf L_ / 


"t-it's a ™ 


ST THE UGLY ^ 


BRONZE FIGURE 


THING OUT/ WE 




OF SIVA/ THAT>j 


\ DON'T HAVE TO 




INDIAN IDOL | 


/KEEP IT IF YOU 




PURSUES ME / 


! ARE FRIGHTENEL 




WHEREVER f 


%3 OF IT / c-^i 




r go/ r 


/ty ■■faSsb 
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NO/THEONLYWAYTO 
CONQUER FEAR IS TO FI«HT 
IT/ I'M PUTTING SIVA 
RIGHT ON THE MANTLEPIECE/ 
HE CAN SIT THERE UNTIL 1 
GET TIRED OF LOOKING AT 
HIS UGLY FACE / 

— * 



A'' 



THAT'S MY GIRL/ ^ 
NOW HOW ABOUT SOME . 
IDEAS FOR OUR * 
HOUSE WARMING? MY 
FRIENDS ARE DYING 
TO MEET YOU/ 



THE AFTERNOON OF THE HOUSEWARWNG PARTY,. 



FOH, JUST THIS ONCE, ^ 
' BRAD/ YOUR FRIENDS 

WILL LOVE IT/ I'LL MAKE 
► A PERFECT MEDIUM AND 
YOU CAN PROVIDE THE 
MYSTERIOUS VOICES/ 




1HE TQMB OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE IS 70 BE FOUNO AT LBS-- 
INVAUOES IN PAP'S. AND IN A NEARBY BUILDING ISA ROOM 
FILLED WITH MAN1 OF THE OBJECTS ONCE OWNED AND 
USED By THIS FRENCH LEADER . HL=RE ARE TO BE SEEN 
HIS SWORDS, HIS UNIFORMS. THE BED ON WHICH HE SLEPr 
DURING HIS CAMPAIGNS IN THE FIELD. THERE IS EVEN HIS 
FAMOUS WHITE HORSE, STUFFED AND PRESERVED FOR 
PATRIOTIC FRENCHMEN TO VIEW... 



IN 19-11, THE CARETAKER OF THE EWISiT WAS AN OLD 
MAN NAMED CLAUDE DaLE- VASPROUDOF 

HIS POSITION AS GUARDIAN OF^HS -..'■'- 
NAPOLEONIC R$I.!C$.. 





, «■-, THERE WAS NO PEACEFUL 

/,i-2l REST FOR CLIVE DOUGLAS- 
/#lW DA-i BY OAY, HE LIVED IN 
'«^H PEAK OF DISCOVERT, AND 
H^P WITH THE ccwwe OF 
^ f NfQHT, HE SUFFERED TUE 

torment of a recurrent 
dream. a nightmare twx 
Jmokaww //ma from toe 
7/bemn interior-- 



, AtWAYS Ci/V£ WOULO BE FLOATING 
\ HELPLESSLY IN SPACE, CLUTCH- 
\ ING FOR SOMETHING THAT 
m\ WASN'T THERE- SOMETHING 
m gV WHICH HE COULD DRAW 
,J HIMSELF AWAY FROM THE 
PURSUING HORROR ... 




NO.' NEVE* / X v tL NEVER 

TAKE -TOO BACK.' NOUT 
ArtlNE.' HUH* WHAT'S -- 
HAPPENING 1 OHH... I'M 
HAVING "THAT H0RRI8LE 

DREAM AGAIN.' THAT 
CURSED SKULL WONT 

GIVE WE A MOMENT'S 

REST... AND IT 
TALKS "1 




AND THEN IT HAPPGNEO FOR THE FIRST 
TIME . THIS WAS NO DREAM ' THE 
GOLDEN SKULL REALLY SPOKE/ 





yof/'vou'Re eeAijTiFUL.-.Twe 

MOST BEAUTIFUL GIRL I'VE J 
EVER SEEN .' WHO ARE YOU * 
J SEEM TO REMEMBER 

SEEING YOU BEFORE 

SOMEWHERE 



THE HEAVY ATMOSPHERE 
SEEMED 10 CLOUO CUVE'S 
BRAIN, AS HE FOLLOWED 
^Jt\ HIS ALLURING GUIDE TO- 
WARD A SACK ROOM-- 




\ FEVERISHLY, CLIVE RACKED HIS 

l BRAIN THINKING OF SOME 

QUESTION TO PUT TO HER 

THERE WAS SO MUCH HE 

WANTED TO KNOW... BUT 
WHERE TO BEGIN? 

I--rVE BEEN in PARIS FOR 

several Months... knowth( 
town backwaros and forwards,! 
but i've never seen this 
place before ' ano the 

name.. the "60l0en skull". 
where did it 

come from? t let us dine 




AMID A STRANGE, FEARFUL 
APPREHENSION, CLIVE FELT 

wz&m\\ the time pass, and then 
TM\9 l '5TENED in sorrow to 




i FORGOTTEN FOR TUB MOMENT WAS THE TOR 
\ MENT OF THE MENACING SKULL . BUT NO 
\ SOONER HAO CLIVE CRAWLED INTO BED IN 
1 HOPES OF GAINING HIS MUCU NEEDED 
REST, THAN THE RITUAL BEGAN AGAIN... 



AGAIN ROBBED OF SLEEP Bi THE HORRIBLE . 
NIGHTMARE, CLIVE RESORTED ONCE MORE 
TO AN ATTEMPT AT RIODING HIMSELF 
OF HIS NEMESIS... 




1 MUST SPEAK TO VOU 
NEVER FELT THIS WAY BE 
FORE.' X NEEO10U' " 
MUST BE w 
NEAR. fOU...T ANO WHAT 
ALWAfS/ J OP THE 

'golosh skull, 

cuve douglas *» 
j had expected 

TOU TO aR(NS 
IT TONIGHT i 




\OVERTHE COBBLESTONES HE RACED. PAUSING 
NEVER A MOMENT, AT LAST. REACUING7UE 
STEPS, HE SPEO UP THE RICKETY STAIRS 
ANO BURST INTO HIS ROOM... 




THE HAND 



**Afl right, what am I bid for this beautiful, an- 
tique, gold watch?" The thundering voice pounded 
tgainst the ear drums of the annoyed crowds shifting 
in both directions along West 46th Street. It was 
merciless, unrelenting. Jules looked up at the loud- 
speaker above the door of the antique shop, dropped 
his half-smoked cigarette to the pavement and, after 
grinding it out, ambled through the open door. 

"Only seventeen dollars? Oh, come, come, ladies 
and gentlemen. You can't be serious." Unmagnified 
within the store, the auctioneer's bellowing wasn't 
halfso irritating as it had been to Jules" ears out on 
the street. But Jules gave little attention to the ob- 
noxious man on the dais. He was looking around, 
Studying the faces of the other prospective customers. 
"Seventeen once. Seventeen twice. Third and last 
(ime. Sold!" Jules watched in amusement as the little, 
roly-poly man scurried toward the platform, a small 
roll of bills tightly clenched in his hand. What amaz- 
ing ability, he thought, referring to the auctioneer. 
The proper stressing of the proper tones and he soon 
had his audience in the palm of his hand, worked 
up into 4 feverish pitch for the mere purpose of 
extorting a few dollars for his mostly worthless junk. 
But suddenly, he was no longer an outsider. His 
resistance faded and he found himself being drawn 
closer in order to get a good look at the beautifully 
carved wooden box the auctioneer was holding aloft. 
It was solid black, probably mahogany, thought Jules. 
In length, he estimated it to be about eighteen inches. 
It stood about six inches in width and height. 
The designs, meticulously carved, within borders, 
were of the most expert craftsmanship and were 
clearly Oriental. Perhaps from India, Jules mused. 
"And now, to stimulate your interest ind your 
gambling instincts, we offer the piece de resistance." 
The auctioneer was high-pressuring again, but Jules 
didn't seem to mind it too much. "There's no telling 
what is contained in this box," the auctioneer pro- 
claimed in defiance to anyone who might think other- 
wise. "I assure you I haven't the faintest idea, and 
neither has the owner of this shop or any of the 
salesmen. There may be a fortune in jewels. There 
may be last year's calendar — if anything's more 
worthless." 

Jules was intrigued now. Even if it were empty, 
it'd surely draw a decent sum in some curio shop as 
an objet d'art. 

"Who'll take a chance? Who'll start the bidding 
at five dollars? Will somebody offer five? All right, 
then. Three dollars. Ahh, I have two. Two dollars 
offered for this beautifully carved box. Who'll say 
more? Who'll say three?" 

""Three." The word was scarcely out before Jules 



realized he'd made the bid. Suddenly he regretted 
it. He didn't want the black box. Suppose nobody 
else would bid. He'd be stuck with it and he'd be 
out three bills. He cursed himself under his breath. 
Why couldn't he keep his big mouth shut? 

"Three. I have three. Who'll make it five? 
Who'll . . . What's that? Four. I have four dollars." 
Jules turned to glare at the man who'd offered four. 
He knew he didn't want the box and yet he hated 
this man who was trying to outbid him for it. 

"Five," Jules shouted. Little dots of perspiration 
oozed out onto his brow. His breathing became heavy 
and his temples throbbed. His stiff arms marked a 
downward trail to clenched fists. Tight-lipped, he 
wondered if his weakness, the inability to make up 
his mind, was apparent to those around him. Hang 
it all! He almost said it aloud. Now he wanted the 
box. And nothing short of the eighteen dollars and 
ninety-six cents he bad with him would keep it from 
him. 

"Six," came a distant voice. And before the auc- 
tioneer could repeat the bid, an adamant "Seven" 
thundered from Jules! 

"I have seven. Seven dollars for this beautiful 
box, the contents of which are unknown. Seven 
dollars. Seven dollars, once. Seven dollars, twice! 
And. . ." 

"Eight!" Jules was ready to strangle the man in 
back. 

"I have eight. Eight dollars." 
*"Nine!" Again, Jules cursed under his breath. He 
shut his eyes, trying to control himself. Tensely, he 
awaited a cry of "Ten" from the man in back. The 
bellowing auctioneer became annoying again. What 
he was babbling, Jules didn't know. 

"Sold!" The one word brought him out of his 
trance. 

He felt a little dazed. He was standing outside, 
feeling the cool Autumn breeze caressing his cheek. 
His breathing came easier, once out of the smoke- 
filled store. Something was pressing into his side. He 
looked down. A package, There was a package undei 
his arm. The box was his. 

Jules twisted the key in the lock and dropped it 
into his pocket. Quickly, he tore the wrappings from 
around the box. He fumbled with it carelessly, try- 
ing to find out how it opened. He set it on the table, 
turned it one way* then the other. He stood it up 
on an end. Suddenly, he backed away, staring jn dis- 
belief, his mouth agape. There was no opening. 
There wasn't even a line where one of the six sides 
connected with another. 



It was a solid block of wood! 

And yet it couldn't be, Jules reasoned. For a piece 
of mahogany this size to be solid, it would have to 
weigh much more. For the first time, Jules shook the 
box. It rattled. 

There was definitely something inside. But what? 

To crack the box open would mean ruining the 
beautiful craftsmanship that went into designing it. 
If something very valuable were inside, it might.be 
worth it. And here, the auctioneer's words came 
back to him. "There may be a fortune in -jewels. 
There may be last year's calendar — if anything's 
more worthless," 

Jules turned away and started to undress for bed. 
Every now and then he'd glance over at the box 
where it sat prominently at the 'edge of the table. At 
length, he turned out the light and slipped into bed. * 
But the matter weighed heavily on his. mind and 
robbed him of sleep. He tossed and turned for what 
seemed like hours— his mind constantly on the black 
box. 

"Wish to heaven I knew what was in it," he 

muttered, half-a!oud. A sudden crashing sound, ac- 
companied with the splintering of wood resounded 
in the darkness. Startled beyond his wits,' Jules quick- 
ly sat bolt upright in his bed. It was over as quickly 
as it had come. Fearfully, Jules remained immobile 
for several moments. Then, certain of his solitude 
and his safety, he slowly rose and reached for the 
switch. 

What he saw made his blood curdle. There, rest- 
ing on the table, the splintered mahogany box lying 
in pieces around it, was a hand. The shape was de- 
finitely that of a human hand, but the color was 
unlike anything human Jules had ever seen before. 
In places, it seemed decayed — in others, petrified. 
The hand had been severed half-way up the fore- 
arm and Jules recoiled as he noticed parts of the 
forearm bones protruding from the emaciated layer 
of flesh. He knew he could never touch the dis- 
gusting thing, but finally collecting his nerve, he 
ventured closer for better scrutinization: 

"Busted wide open," he muttered, when at last 
his gaze fell upon the chunks of split wood. "Some- 
thing just busted the whole thing apart. I guess it's 
worthless now . . . but how on Earth. . . ? 1 got my 
wish, all right. I found out what was in the box, 
but I sure wish it was intact again." 

No sooner were the words uttered than. Jules' 
mouth' fell open and his eyes almost popped right out 
of their sockets. There, on the table before him, the 
hand began to move! Slowly it began crawling around 
the table, gathering each piece of wood and assemb- 
ling them into its original box formation. It placed 
each sliver, each splinter back in position with pre- 
cision movements. At length, when the job was fin- 
ished, it came to a complete stop next to the box. For 



a long minute, Jules stared at the hand as if hypno- 
tized. 

"It's alive," he whispered to himself hoarsely. 
-"That thing'salive!" And a slow realization came to 
him. He'd wished to know the contents of the box 
and the hand had burst its way out. He'd wished the 
box intact again and the hand had complied. Ideas 
began forming in Jules' mind — but he'd have to 
make tests first. 

"Lay out some fresh clothes for me for the morn- 
ing!" He'd barked it like a command. The hand re- 
mained motionless, Jules stared, frightened for a - 
moment. Then, he realized his error. Choosing his 
words carefully, Jules spoke again. 

"I wish my clothes were all laid out neatly for the 
morning," he said. The hand started moving. It 
crawled off the table into mid-air in the direction of 
the dresser. It pulled the drawer open, removed .a 
shirt, some underwear and socks and placed thefn 
neatly inan easy chair. A quick thought/ occurred" to 
Jules. 

"I wish you'd put them back," he said. The hand 
refused to bulge. A wish, Jules realized, cannot be 
countermanded. But still, the hand would d« what- 
ever he wished. He suddenly thought of old Mr. 
Wilton, his next door neighbor. Rumor' had it that 
he was fabulously rich and kept alt his. money about 
like a miser. 

"Mr. Wilton's money," he whispered to the hand. 
"I wish I had all of Mr. Wilton's money." His eyes 
danced excitedly as the hand crawled toward the door, 
opened it and floated out. Jules waited in the still- 
ness, pacing up and down. Suddenly, he stopped cold 
as a piercing shriek shattered the night. His eyes were 
on the door. Presently, it opened again and the hand, 
clutching a large roll of bills floated in. . 

Juless waited. All was still again. He knew what 
had happened. Old Mr. Wilton was dead. The hand 
had done it. And Jules was responsible. Murder was 
more than he'd bargained for! He hadn't intended it 
this way — but how was the hand to know what Jiiles 
had intended? 

"Murder!" Jules whispered the w'ord repeatedly, in 
a daze. 

When he snapped out of it, he brought his atten- 
tion back to the disgusting thing on the table. 

"You! YOU!" he screamed. "I wish I'd never set 
eyes on you!" The words were scarcely out before 
Jules knew what he'd said. The floating hand' ap- 
proached him. Jules backed himself into a corner . . . 
trapped ! In an instant, the hand was climbing up his 
robe. Then, despite his screaming, it was. tearing his 
hands away from his face. Jules fought to protect his 
eyes, in vain! 

And another piercing shriek shattered the night! 
THE END 



BUT HOW COME YOU'VE BEEN REDUCED TO BEING A 
.BEGGAR, HENRY? YOU ALWAYS MADE A GOOD LIVING 

F> ■ VgHEATING THE NATIVES^ 

YES, I WAS ROLLING IN WEALTH, 

BUT IT'S ALL -GONE NOW AND I HOPE I 

WON'T BE AROUND MUCH LONGER, EITHER/ ] 



DIAMONDS THE SIZE OF CARBUNCLES — RUBIES, RED 
AS BLOOD AND EMERALDS AS LARGE AS PIGEON EGGS/ 
. I FOUND BOATLOADS IN THE VALLEY OF SINBAD/ 




T>& T SAM? ttieHL .. \ — 



-WHILE TRADER MORGAN IS DRINKING 
r HIMSELF INTO A COMA, I'LL BORROW HIS 
L SLOOP/ BY THE TIME HE CAN OPEN HIS 
1 sEYES, I'LL BE FIFTY MILES AWAY 




ANHOURLATEft, WILLIE BEOAN 
HiS STRANGE BOUT WITH FATE... 



'CHIEF, 1 ... I'M DYING / DO SOME- 
THING QUICK/ HELP ME/ I HAVE 
NO STRENGTH LEFT/ 

' DAIVAULA 



THE TRADER JS DEAD/ PREPARE "■ 
THE FUNERAL PROCESSION / HE GOES 
TO THE VALLEY TONIGHT/) 1 



Over a. secret mm.. '.;;■>. 

COUNTLESS PROCE 
CENTURIES,. :. ■.; 




YgO AWAY, TOU FLYING DEVILS f IT'S NO USE/ THEY'RE 
JUST DEVOURING ALL THE DIAMONDS I THROW/ IF, 
J I DON'T REACH THE SLOOP SOON 
I'LL COLLAPSE/ 



AS FATE WOULD HAVE IT, WILLIE FINALLY REACHED 
HIS BOAT. 



NOW I'M SAFE / I'VE STILL GOT A FORTUNE IN 
EWELS STASHED AWAY IN THIS BAG AND I'M LEAVING 
WAILUA FOREVER/ 




THE BURNING SUN BEAT AGAINST 
THE TRADER'S BRAIN AS 'HE FOL- 
LOWED THE HOVERING VULTURES... 



WHEN NIGHT FELL, WILLIE HAD FOUND 
HIS WAT ONCE MORE TO THE VALLETOF 
SINBAD. . . 



BUT SUDDENLYf £ - 



GO AWAY / THIS VALLEY BELONGS 
TO ME/ THERE'S NO PLACE FOR 
DEAD MEN HERE/ , 
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I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, In Only 15 Minutes a Day! 




H 
H 



my skinny 97-pound body. 
I was ashamed to strip (or 
sports or for a swim. Girls 
made fun of me behind my 
back. THEN I discovered my 
body -building system, 
"Dynamic Tension." It made 
me such a complete specimen 
of manhood that I hold the 
title. •'The World's Most Per- 
fectly Developed Man." 
What's My Secret? 
When you look In the mirror and see a 
healthy, husky, fellow smiling back at you 

then you'll be astonished at how fast 

-Dynamic Tension" GETS RESULTS! It Is 
the easy. NATURAL method and you can 
practice In the privacy of your own room — 
JUST 15 MINUTES EACH DAY. Just- watch 
your scrawny chest and shoulder muscles 
begin to swell . . . those spindly arms and legs 
of yours bulge . . : and your whole body starts 
to feel "alive," full of zip and go! 

Thousands are becoming husky — my way. 
I give you no gadgets to fool with. With 
"Dynamic Tension" you simply utilize the 
dormant muscle-power In your own body 
— watch It grow and multiply Into real, solid 
LIVE MUSCLE. 



rnrr My 48 Page Illustrated Book is Yours 
riftC — NDt for $1.00 or 10c — But FREE 

Send for my book, Everlasting Health 
and Strength. 48 pages of photos, valu- 
able advice. Shows what Dynamic Ten- 
. do, answers vital questions. A 
real prize for any fellow 
who wants a better build. 
" 11 send you a copy FREE. 
may change your whole 
fe. Rush coupon to me 
personally; Charles Atlas, 
I Dept. 255R, US E. 23rd 
I Street, Neio York 10, N. Y. 




CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 255R 
115 Enst 23 St., New York 10, N.Y. 

Send me — absolutely FREE — a copy 
your famous hook. Everlasting Health ol 
Strength — 48 pages, crammed with ph 
taerflphs answers to vital questions, a 
valuable advice. This book Ismine to ke< 
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LOSE WEIGHT 



ItHBElWRITIIf 




^^«— ■ 



RSflexisig • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 



UKTRK 

Spot 



p 





Ml 

I 

to 1 

iPLUG IN 
J GRASP 
g HANDLE 
: AND 

H^apply 

i§S?'f% IKE a mcgic wand, the "Spot 
^W§ Reducer" obey; your every 
^"* wish. Most any part of your 
body where it is loose and flabby, 
wherever you hove extra weight and 
inches, the "Spot Reducer" can aid 
you In acquiring a youthful, slender 
and graceful figure. The beauty of 
tli is scientifically designed Reducer 
: , thai the method is so simple and 
«asy, the results quick, sure . and 
harmless. No exercises t> 'strict diets- 
No steombaths, drugs or laxatives. 



TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY """Z&Stf""* 



. and keep a fiimer and mors G"*C£FUl f iGUBil 
YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 



: "lien if not delighted f« 



zWU^BBMB0HSMn yF 



ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS 




SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept. E-A79 ■ 
318 Market St., Newark, New Jitney 



